THE BLACK MAGIC 



BY MICHAEL WHITE 
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or Queen, of Kangu 
had taken to such 
modern ideas as lighting her 
palace with electricity, was a 
question that at the outset did 
not concern Foster. His busi- 
ness was to proceed with the 
necess ry machinery and all 
despatch from New York to 
Rangur and set up the plant. 

Beyond that it did not occur 
to him to search for an ulterior 
motive, particularly as he 
found on arrival that local 
conditions for the work were 
more favorable than he antici- 
pated. Sufficient waterpower 
to drive the generators was 
hurled over a precipice at a 
spot about three miles up a creek from 
tne palace, and, considering what he had 
heard about the ways of the Orient, there 
seemed to be a surprising eagerness to 
get the job completed, at least on the 
art of the Rani. That in itself might 
ave been regarded as curious, if not 
suspicious. 

roster, of course, was not introduced 
or presented to the young Rani in any 
occidental fashion: but carried on con- 
versations with her separated by a cur- 
tain. That stirred his interest, because, 
when the voice of an unseen speaker 
is musical and strongly touched with 
appeal, your nostrils catch whiffs of a 
delicate perfume, and any sudden gesture 
produces a silvery clash of amulets and 
bangles, much may be imagined. From 
thus wondering what she might be like 
personally, he was moved to make in- 
quiries regarding her position, residing, 
as she did, in a rambling pile of courts, 
galleries, halls, and passages, half palace 
and half medieval fortress. 

Her past, at any rate, appeared to be 
no secret. When a child she had been 
married to the Raja of Rangur; but had 
entered the palace only a few weeks be- 
fore his death. Whether her lamenta- 
tions on that occasion were sincere 
might have been open to doubt, because 
from all accounts his Highness was about 
as brutal and dissolute an old Prince as 
was to be met with in India. It was 
vaguely hinted that some surprising 
things might be told of the late Raja; 
but for some unexplained reason at that 
point the native mind preferred to re- 
main silent. In any case, at the Raja’s 
deith the young Rani was proclaimed 
Regent pending the majority of the next 
heir. All this nappened about a year 
before Foster appeared on the scene to 
set up his electric light plant, and de- 
velopments of the situation took place soon after 
the generators'were in working order. 

COSTER had reported progress to the Rani’s evi- 
* dent satisfaction at a usual morning audience, 
when her gray bearded, black robed munshi (secre- 
tary) drew him into an antechamber with an air of 
apprehension. For some moments the secretary 
paced up and down the shaded room, apparently un- 
decided how to open the conversation. Now and 
then his eyes roved the curiously decorated walls 
as if he expected one of the grotesquely painted 
figures to stride forth in bodily form. 

Foster was of a fairly practical build of mind and, 
as this story shows, certainly not without all needful 
courage; but he generally breathed less freely inside 
the Rani’s grim palace. It is not pleasant to open a 
door expecting to pass out into a sunlit court and in 
place of it finding yourself peering down a black hole. 
At last the munshi paused and gravely addressed 
Foster. 

“The American Sahib is surely a man of honor. 
All the people speak well of him; therefore what 
I have to say he will not whisper again into any 
ear?” 

" Surely!” replied Foster with a nod of encourage- 
ment. “Go ahead, Munshi. What you confide I’!* 
hold down if it’s before a full bench of the Supieme 
Court of the country.” 

The secretary inclined his head as if he expected as 
much, moved a pace nearer, and spoke in a tone of 
confidence. “ \ ou must know that the Rani is in 
great trouble.” 

- ‘‘Sorry to hear that,” interposed Foster, who felt 
attracted in an unusual way toward the young 
Queen, with whom he conversed but never set eyes 
on. ‘‘ Don’t overlook anything I can do to help.” 

“You may have heard,” went on the old munshi, 
‘‘that her husband, the late Raja, was a very wicked 
man.” 

Yes, something of that sort,” Foster acquiesced. 

The other gazed reflectively through his gold 
rimmed spectacles, choosing his words with care. 

‘ Everyone knows that the Raja — ” The munshi 
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TX Foster’s mind the thing, of 
*■ course, was absurd, worthy 
almost of being tossed aside with 
mirth; but during his compara- 
tively short residence in Rangur 
he had learned how deep seated 
were the superstitions and prej- 
udices of a people maintaining 
a few thousand years’ old civil- 
ization. Therefore he decided to 
treat the matter seriously and 
bring modern reason to bear on 
the situation. 

** Well,” he said at last, “ if the 
astrologer has been able to make 
out all that, why doesn’t he do 
something to sidetrack the Raja’s 
ghost, or whatever it is?” 

‘‘The astrologer cannot pre- 
vent the Raja's coming back," 
replied the munshi. "The Black Magic is 
far more powerful than the astrologer. 
The Raja will keep his oath. He will re- 
turn. But, Sahib, the Rani believes that 


you can overcome the Black Magic and 


pirit of the Raja.” 

gasped Foster with 


as- 


ill the evil sp 
"What! I?' 
tonishment. 

“ Yes, with your lightning wires,” re- 
turned the munshi. "The Rani has heard 
how powerful the American Sahibs are 
with their lightning wires; that they 
travel by them and kill malefactors in a 
second by a mere raising of the hand. If 
the Raja should come again and sit on the 
throne, as the astrologer predicts, the 
Rani believes you will be able to drive 
him away. That is why she has brought 
you to Rangur. Upon you, therefore, 
depends the happiness of the Rani. What- 
ever you ask for this service the Rani will 
think it a small recompense.” 

"Well, I’ll be hanged!” ejaculated 
Foster. 


THE GIFT OF THE BRACELET 


the natives 

• of India that they do not care to speak of it, and I have heard Anglo- 
Indians relate unpleasant experiences in regard to it for which they could 
give no explanation. Regarding the Raiput custom of the “Gift of the 
Bracelet," the late Queen Victoria sent her bracelet to General Sir Partab 
Singh, a Rajput Prince In return he sent her a jewel which she wore on 
great state occasions. The custom goes back to the days of plumed and mail- 
clad Rajput chivalry, when any Rajput Queen by sending her bracelet to a 
noble could attach him to her service. By accepting her bracelet he bound 
himself to defend her honor and possessions without any thought of recom- 
pense. In fact, according to the custom, marriage between the two was 
prohibited, and a Knight of the Bracelet was permitted only on an occasion 
of special achievement to see the face of the woman to whom he vowed his 
deeds of valor, reflected in a mirror. The order was instituted to preserve a 
chivalrous ideal among the Rajputs. 


checked himself at mentioning the deceased Raja by 
name. "Everyone knows that he ate up the land 
with taxes, beat his servants without just cause, and 
many people died suddenly of cholera.” 

He raised his bushy eyebrows slightly as he laid a 
momentary emphasis on the last word. 

“That certainly seems to have been a pretty bad 
record,” remarked Foster, who understood that 
death by powdered glass taken internally with your 
dinner may pass in an emergenev for cholera. 

" Yes, Sahib, and had not the Raja fallen sick soon 
after the Rani was brought to the palace, she might 
have died of the cholera also. It was so with the 
former Rani. The Raja was a very jealous man, 
Sahib.” 

"The deuce he was!” ejaculated Foster. "I 
should call him an incarnate devil!” 

At Foster’s unpremeditated reference to the Evil 
One, the munshi started and trembled perceptibly. 
"But with his last breath,” he passed on quickly, 
"the Raja vowed that if she ever thought of another 
man he would return and devour her. He ordered 
that she be secretly immolated on his funeral pyre; 
but the English Sahibs heard and prevented it.’’ 

"That’s one chalkmark to their credit, anyway,” 
said Foster decisively. Then after a short pause, 
" But since the old sinner is dead—” 

"Sahib,” interposed the munshi with faltering ac- 
cents as if fearful of the words he uttered, "but the 
Raja leagued himself with the Black Magic, and in 
witness of it the devil set a burnt scar upon his fore- 
head.” 

“Aye!” ejaculated Foster. 

“ Yes, that was how r it was. The Black Magic will 
help the Raja to come back and keep his oath. Sahib. 
The Raja knows that the Rani has set her heart upon 
a young man, a Prince of excellent qualities. Of that 
there is no doubt, because the Rani's astrologer has 
divined his evil intention. Sahib, the Raja may re- 
turn now at any time!” 

As he ceased speaking the munshi glanced un- 
easily over his shoulder toward the unoccupied 
throne in a hall beyond, upon which the Raja sat at 
morning audience. 


A T first thought he was inclined to re- 
sent being brought all the way from 
the United States with heavy machinery 
for the purpose of scaring away the ghost 
of an iniquitous old Raja; but, realizing 
how serious the matter was to the Rani, 
that a romance was bound up with it 
which ought to be above every other 
consideration, and that probably the 
astrologer or some Brahman was fattening 
mightily on the evident reign of terro» 
inaugurated, he decided to stand by the 
Rani as far as his ability went. To that 
end he judged the first thing to do was to 
reassure her and prepare for whatever 
ghost trick the astrologer might per- 
petrate. On the whole he was suspicious 
of the astrologer. 

"All right, ,Y he said. "You tell the 
Rani not to worry at all; but to go right 
ahead with her love affair in spite of the old Raja’s 
oath, the Black Magic, or anything the astrologer 
may say about her husband coming back. I’ll have 
a wire up into the palace in a few days, and then 
if the Raja’s ghost does stalk around I know a few 
tricks that ought to scare it away. Never laid a wire 
for a ghost before; but if it comes in the way of 
business I guess I can put up as good a showing as 
the Black Magic.” 

The munshi profusely expressed his great relief, 
declared the whole earth was honored in being the 
abode of the American Sahib, and accompanied Foster 
to the court where his sice was waiting with his pony. 

As Foster cantered off to his camp near the power- 
house, he smiled rather grimly at the thought of 
what might happen to the astrologer if that worthy 
elected to act the part of the Raja’s ghost. In that 
event, when the line was run into the palace, the 
chances were that the astrologer would go swiftly 
out of the prophecy business. 

Foster had fixed his camp in a compound some 
hundreds of yards from the powerhouse in order to 
escape from the insect pests tnat swarmed about the 
nullah. Between the camp and the powerhouse 
stretched a belt of jungle. This was penetrated by a 
path, which, passing the powerhouse, led on up the 
nullah to a small temple dedicated to the jungle god. 

■^^HETHER it was that Foster had overlooked 
paying any special attention to the jungle god, 
or that there was something in the Rani's predica- 
ment after all, it is difficult to answer; but in any 
case that happened which has left a doubt in Foster’s 
mind regarding the Black Afagic. Foster had re- 
turned from the palace and was lying in a cane chair 
in the shade of his tent porch, undergoing the process 
of having his boots pulled off, when his body servant, 
Durga Deb, looked up with a grave face. 

" Sahib,” he said, "there is bad news!” 

"What’s the trouble now?” demanded Foster, as 
he lit a cheroot. " Has another coolie’s grandmother 
gone sick in order that he may draw pay without 
work?” 

"No, Sahib; but the priest at the Jungle. Temple 
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says that a ghost tiger has come into the district. 

That is very bad, Sahib. So if the heavenbom 
pleases it would be wise to make some offering to the 
priest. He is a very holy man. Sahib, and with much 
power over the jungle animals.” 

“.Not on your life!” cried Foster, energetically 
kicking off a boot. “ I’ve stood for one ghost yarn to- 
day; but I'm not going to be fooled with another. 

It’s one thing to pay attention to a — well — young 
Queen in trouble that way, but quite different when 
it comes to a jungle priest. 

money out of me on any tiger ghost story, he’s mis- 
taken. I don’t take a particle of stock in his tiger to the 
ghost — just don’t believe in it!” 

"Verv well. Sahib.” submissively acquiesced " Ohe, Sahib! 

Durga Deb. “It is as the Sahib says. If the Sahib 
pleases, there is no tiger ghost and all who say there 
is are liars.” 

"Yes,” added Foster on a second thought bom 
of experience, “and if that priest puts any such 
foolish notion into the heads of my coolies 
shoot lightning into his old shanty of a temple. 

You can tell him that and anything else along the 
same line that occurs to your exuberant fancy, 

Durga Deb.” 

“The Sahib always speaks with wisdom. When- 
ever he opens his mouth his servant listens, 
be as the Sahib orders.” 

In spite of Durga Deb’s protestation, Foster felt 
there might be some mischief on foot. There had 
been trouble before over the perquisites of the 

god with the same ecclesiastical authority, arrested you to meet, it would have been useless for 
only by Foster’s peremptory firmness. So he went argue his disbelief in a ghost tiger 
among the coolies to ascertain if the jungle god well known, there are c. 
priest had been attempting to frighten them from ghost of a tiger? 
their work; but, meeting with assurances to the con- But from this source he was gi’ 
trary, he thought he might have done the priest an that the tiger’s favorite hours for stalking were at 
injustice. But early next morning he changed his sunrise and sunset, and that they almost invariably 
opinion, for a short space at least. 

YY7HEX he called for Durga Deb 
outside his 

Iook showed him that the camp was /CfrH 

deserted. It was then he swore he ^BjT ; 

would have the scalp of the jungle 1 1 ill/ ,■ An \ fr; • -V 

god priest. A moment later a glance IHr, Wsfu C 

in another direction seemed to raise BB| . I |f U , ^ i 

the scalp on his own head per- E.V \\ •*. 1 

eeptibly. Through the mist that BIB 

clung to the land surface he saw a BAEV ! ?l ‘$4' iq 

gray object sitting on its haunches BB}| v\ f 

bamboos where I ■ «| 

the jungle swept round and en- *'>."» ‘’.-m. i • 

the compound. ! ft 

To F<»ster's recently awakened V -v' ; 

vision the gray object presented the V' \\i9B^^^B^B£l^^BK M '.«!*■' 

appearance of tiger ghost of ^^MLLkJni'|jk£%r ’ 
gigantic tiger ' ^B| ■ M ' ,• ^ -4] 

ghost, if such taking a J Jy VEB^ 

from distance of about fifty ?* W 1 "**! 

shaft M 

ing aside the mist shone full upon %fd 

the pale yellow body with its velvet- iB In ■ ~ * J 

like bands and the black and white ^ ( 

marks on the head of a very real ^BB***: 4 

tiger. Foster’s jaw dropped a fa * f^§pC ? 

man’s may on a first ^E 

duction to the 

liberty; but st'>od 

his ground, ' 

that movement ft ^ , 

might bring the on his 

defenseless position. Bl/y^ 

So they maintained their relative T0 i they had discovered his presence in 

positions for a full minute. Foster fT * *- the’clump of bamboos, 

taking in the probable offensive Efcjfr" f In a little while a peahen rose with 

power of the tiger, and the tiger a ^ nu( ^ flatter from somewhere in 

looking over Foster somewhat dis- Foster's vicinity. The jackals 

dainfully. Then the tiger promptly turned tail and vanished, 

walked obliquely across the line of j] At the same moment the parrots 

Foster’s sight, took the jungle path ceased their chatter in the tamarind 

leading up toward the powerhouse, .■»*' tree, the monkeys fell into silence, 

and disappeared. *" '^3(H and an ominous stillness succeeded. 

Foster gave expression to a d«*ej> ^ ^ al At the end of his short rope the 

outpouring of breath. It had been bullock stopped chewing and stared 

rather a trying experience. “Great with frightened eyes toward the 

Scrttt!” he exclaimed, pulling him- She Quivered with Emotion a* She Gazed at the Peculiar Scar. bamboo clump. The rhythmic pul- 

self together. "That wasn t any sations of the electric machinery rose 

ghost tiger. If the jungle priest a trifle more distinctly. Foster, judg- 

referred to him he was away off in his estimate of retreated to their lairs in the daytime. Conse- ing that such signs betokened the approach of Stripes, 

muscle and sinew. Wonder if it was merely a quently nothing could be done with Stripes until again fixed his gaze intently on the jungle path, 

passing call, or if Stripes intends to locate in this evening. As Foster smoked a cheroot, he was corn- 
neighborhood?” pelted to lay at one side any plan for shooting the 

Foster retreated to his tent, and felt more com- tiger, on account of want of practice with a rifle. It 
fortable when he had secured his pistol, though he is not good policy to miss a vital spot when out gun- 
understood it would avail little if the tiger decided ning for a tiger. Neither was it possible to poison 

to 'return. Then he went out to the servants' quar- the beast, for lack of a sufficient dose of strychnine, 

ters in the rear. Except that he found the chickens How in the world then was he to rid himself of such 

huddled in a comer of the kitchen tent when they an unwelcome visitor? 

ought to have been out hunting the early worm, the breaths 

place had evidently been abandoned overnight. It TX the smoke he drew in from the cheroot seemed to Jungle, 
was, of course, as the Sahib pleased; but his faithful * come an inspiration that sent him hurrying up to 
servants had not intended to take chances with any the powerhouse. First of all he tested tlie genera- 
kind of tiger around. tors. Then he called his coolies and set them to bamboo clump 

Presently from some retreat the camp watchdog work in activity approaching a hustle. His main 
crept up and sniffed the ground at Foster’s feet. I>et- purpose was to run a line through the treetops from 
ting his eyes fall, Foster saw in the moist soil the the powerhouse to the clump of bamboos where 
large square pugs of the tiger’s paws. Stripes had Stripes had appeared in the morning. In the mean- 
been on a tour of closer inspection than Foster quite time he built a narrow platform in the clump of barn- 
liked the idea of being repeated. It would be com- boos raised about seven feet from the ground and 
ively easy to stretch a giant paw under the can- long enough to recline upon at full length. From 
•with the rest left to imagination. that position within easy reach of his hand he fixed a 


r PHE eyes of the Sahib have seen,” came a voice at switchboard for tne powerhouse line, and from it 
his elbow. ran another line out into the compound. 

Foster, startled for the moment, wheeled round. This work took up the best part of the day, and 
to find a shrinking group of servants, his butler, cook, when completed he requisitioned a bullock from a 
sweeper, water carrier, dog boy, etc. They salaamed neighboring farmer. Having tethered the bullock 
low and protested in chorus that nothing would have on a short rope to a stake in the compound, he 
induced them to return from a place of better secur- twisted some metal into a collar round tne beast's 
ity than a tent but anxiety regarding the American neck, and attached the line from the switchboard to 
Sahib’s safety. In reality their courage had been the collar. Then he watered and salted the ground 
warmed up by the sun, and as they are likely to do round the bullock. 

If he expects to get appeared from nowhere in particular. Foster surveyed the completion of these proceed- 

' That is a ghost tiger,” said Durga Deb, pointing ings with satisfaction. “If old Stripes only does 
in the earth. come around,” he smiled, "ghost or ordinary tiger, 

Aif At! At!” solemnly acquiesced the others. I guess there will be something doing.” 

Be very careful, sir, that you do not He went back to the powerhouse to make sure that 
set your foot in the track of a ghost tiger. The Sahib the machinery was running smoothly, locked up the 
will observe that the feet turn inward.” place securely, and sent the coolies away. He then 

Foster glanced again at the pugs and took notice; returned to close up the tents in the compound and 
but shook his head. “Whether they turn inward or to station his servants in concealment witnin hailing 
not,” he remarked, “there was no ghost about the distance. Thrusting his pistol into a pocket more as 
I’ll tiger I saw.” a moral protective stimulant than with any idea of 

“Sahib, that tiger will come back for his rent!” using it effectively, he lay down on the platform in 
“ Not if I know it!” Foster declared emphatically, the clump of bamboos and waited. He had selected 
But, as this was a matter requiring serious thought, that position as less cramping on a long watch and 
Foster wisely ordered his early breakfast. During more secure from discovery, 
breakfast he called in his servants and learned as 

It shall much as they knew about the ways and habits of T ATE afternoon was drawing into evening; but 
tigers, ghostly or otherwise. In a land of ghosts, ■*“* the sun's rays slanting through leaves and twigs 
from little children whose pitiful cries lure you into a made their declining strength uncomfortably mani- 
bottomless well, to the Brahman riding a white bull fest on Foster's back. In a tamarind tree nearby a 
water on the Grand Trunk^ Road, whom it is not good for family of parrots discussed the local bird gossip, 

• Foster to while farther off a colony of monkeys broke into 
Besides if, as is loud chatter. Presently a couple of jackals slunk 
amel ghosts, why not the down the path from the powerhouse and, halting 

on the threshold of the compound, darted sharp 
ven to understand glances in all directions as if reconnoitering. At the 

end of the wire the bullock placidly chewed some 
fodder unsuspiciously. 

Foster kept his gaze fixed on the 
jungle path as the direction from 
which Stripes might be expected. 
With one hand on the switchboard, 
the knowledge of the force at his 
command made his position more 
calmlv tenable. To the keen pitch 


CUDDEXLY he was startled by a deep growling 
^ cough in his rear. Then followed a crunching of 
the dry leaves as of soft but heavy footfalls and the 
suggestion of a large body stealthily parting the un- 
dergrowth. The bullock backed away to the end of 
its rope and stood in a posture of pitiful helplessness. 
All animate creatures seemed to be holding their 
in suspense at the coming of the Lord of the 
Again the cough sounded nearer, and Fos- 
ter’s blood ran cold as he realized that the tiger had 
made a detour of the compound and entered the 
i a few yards back of his feet. 

It is one thing to set a trap for a tiger expecting 
him to walk into it according to a nice calculation, 
and quite another to find that you have practically 
offered yourself as an alternative bait, with no 
chance at all of taking the offensive or beating a re- 
treat. Since there was no other course, Foster lay 
still on his narrow insecure platform, as silent as the 
Continued on page 14 
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of the Worn-Out 
Office Stool 

Old — Worn - out — Thrown - out. 
Likewise the man whom IT wore out. 

Here you see it— the silent story of day in 
and day out routine, worry ana grind— of 
the job that became a rut. 

Be the master of your calling— don't let it 
master you. No matter how old you are. 
where you live, what you do or how little 
you earn, the International Correspondence 
Schools of Scranton have a way by which 
you can win Promotion and Independence. 

This is not fancy ; it is fact, supported by 
thousands of letters received from once 
poorly-paid men who have made their mark 
through I. C. S. help. On an average. 300 
students every month report advancement. 
During August the number was 387. To 
learn now you can achieve similar success. 
mark the coupon attached. 

No Books to Buy 

An I. C S. training means there are no 
books to buy— no leaving home or giving up 
work. The I. C S. goes to you in your spare 
time, and fits its way to meet your partic- 
ular case. 

No charge or obligation is incurred in 
marking the coupon. Besides bringing you 
the information and advice worth dollars to 
you the coupon will also bring you the I.C.S 
illustrated monthly. “Ambition FREE for 
six months. 

Mark it NOW. 
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plaudits and cries for “More!" he lit a long 
thin cigar and smoked furiously. Passing 
Joan’s berth later, he knocked. 

“ Who is it?” she asked. 

“ I, the Humming Bee.” 

“ Leave me to-night, Felix. I must think.” 
“ Better sleep. Thinking creates wrinkles. 
Look on me as a horrible example.” 

He went away, bassooning some lively 


melody, but grinning the while, and if his 
thoughts took shape they would have run: 

“The struggle has ended ere it began, sweet 
maid. You are in love; but have not vet waked 
up to that astonishing fact. Now. why did the 
good God give me a big heart and a small head 
and a twisted spine? Why not have made me 
either a n an or an imp?" 

To be continued next Sunday. 


The Black Magic 


Continued from page 7 


monkeys and the parrots, and with an equal 
desire to be passed by unnoticed. But of 
that there remained so much doubt that 
the perspiration came in big drops from his 
forehead. 

Again that ominous cough, this time a few 
paces to one side of Foster's ambush. If it 
would have been suicidal to move a foot, Fos- 
ter could not restrain an impulse to turn his 
head slightlv and glance toward the stmt 
whence the last sound came. Between a few 
intervening bamboo canes Foster's eyes fell 
upon the huge striped head and the powerful 
neck and shoulders of the great cat slowly 
moving forward. How much Foster devoutly 
hoped the tiger would keep on moving might 
be difficult to estimate, because a single leap 
could easily have landed the beast on Foster’s 
frail perch. In that situation he scarcely' dared 
to raise an eyelid or draw his breath. His 
earnest desire was to simulate the condition of 
death so well that the jaws of reality might not 
close upon him. The tiger paused to thrust 
aside some underbrush, and Foster's heart 
stopped beating. The tiger's head came slowly 
round in Foster's direction; but fortunately 
it was not lifted. 

In a few seconds which seemed as many hours 
Foster found himself looking upon the strong 
hind flanks of the tiger, as the beast again crept 
onward with that sinister crunching of the 
leaves. That Strq>es had passed was some re- 
lief. At the edge of the bamboo clump the tiger 
crouched low ami halted, with body and head 
set in the direction of the terror stricken, wait- 
ing bullock and rustling the dead leaves with a 
gentle sweeping motion of the long supple tail. 

If Foster hail possessed a million dollars, he 
would gladly have relinquished every penny for 
the tiger to end the suspense by some action; 
but. like a true villain. Stripes seemed to enjoy 
feasting his eyes upon the sight of his hapless 
prey. II ow long the tiger intended to prolong 
the bullock's agony, or for what length of time 
Foster could have maintained his tense position 
without movement and discovery, may l>e left 
open questions, because the tiger's final action 
was quickened by an unexpected circumstance. 

CROM his slightly elevated position Foster 
beheld a small procession enter the com- 
pound. apparently with the intention of cross- 
ing and taking the jungle path. In the van 
marched some red turbaned servants of the 
Rani; then came a curtained litter gilded and 
decorated with figures of strange gods, the 
Rani’s tnunshi and a scattering of attendants. 

Heedless of the consequences to himself, a 
shout of warning rose from Foster's chest; but 
before it had passed his lips the yellow body of 
the tiger shot from the bamboo clump with 
that lightning upward course which ends by 
seizing the victim by the throat, hurling it 
backward, and snapping the vertebra In Fos- 
ter’s excitement the frail platform gave way 
under him ami he was tumbled to the ground. 

At the same moment a roar seemed to shake 
the foundations of the earth; but ended in a 
long drawn out half snarl, half mightv groan, 
which brought Foster scrambling to bis feet. 
As he parted ‘the bamljoo canes wild con- 
sternation had taken possession of the Rani's 
attendants, and the huge bulk of the tiger was 
rolling over in titanic convulsions. 

A cry of relief went up from Foster’s lungs. 
It was clear that he had mechanically thrown 
the switch in falling and shot over two thou- 
sand volts into the tiger the moment its teeth 
fastened on the metal collar, of the bullock. 
Grasping his pistol, he rushed forward to warn 
back a woman’s slender figure, which had 
sprung from the litter and was moving toward 
tne tiger with a dagger clutched in one hand. 


ably herders of cattle. It was like meeting 
some such character as Cleopatra returned to 
life, very real, natural, and attractive, but dif- 
fering from any other woman he had set eyes 
upon. Other women did not wear saris em- 
broidered with pearls, suspend a gleaming pear 
shapnl emerald above the arch of an eyebrow, 
and carry a pretty though effective looking pro- 
tective weapon. 

Presently she bent downward and pointed 
to the forehead of the tiger with her dagger. 
Foster, following her direction, distinctly saw 
what resembled a burnt scar running diago- 
nally across the black marks. It gave to the 
beast an added sinister expression, almost 
fiendish in intensity. 

T’HE Rani drew herself up and turned upon 
Foster a look of significant feeling. It was 
certainly a remarkable coincidence. Foster was 
about to observe something to that effect, 
when, the Rani's attendants approaching, she 
hastily veiled her face. Amid a general clatter 
of tongues she permitted herself to be escorted 
back to her litter. When screened by the cur- 
tains, she summoned the tnunshi and spoke 
with him for some minutes. 

Then the tnunshi came toward Foster holding 
something in his hand which glittered. As he 
drew near Foster perceived it was a bracelet 
thickly incrusted with jewels. 

“The Rani," said the tnunshi. "was on her 
way to consult the priest of the Jungle Temple, 
having heard that a ghost tiger had come into 
the neighborhood. Then that which was pre- 
ordained happened. The American Sahib was 
destined to deliver her from the power of the 
Black Magic. It is clearly proved by the mark 
of Satan on the tiger's forehead. Therefore she 
sends this bracelet as a token of her gratitude. 
That, the American Sahib must know, is the 
highest honor a Rajput Princess can bestow. 
Emperors and Kings have striven for that 
honor. Sahib. Equally to be desired as a hand 
in marriage is this custom of the Rajputs, be- 
cause for ages it has lx*en so that death alone 
can sever the purely chivalrous sentiment unit- 
ing the giver and receiver of the bracelet. Fos- 
ter Sahib is not likely to meet another man who 
in this manner has come into possession of a 
Rajput Queen’s bracelet.” 

W hen the procession moved away a white 
hand thrust the curtains of the litter aside. For 
a brief moment Fo ter caught a glimpse of the 
Rani’s beautiful face turned upon him. As the 
best resjxmse he could make, Foster stood 
with uncovered head while the Queen's litter 
passed away in the silver light of the rising 
moon. 

CO far as Foster knows, the old Raja did not 
^ return to carry out his oath, ami ne doesn't 
believe in the Black Magic. Still, he has never 
quite satisfied himself regarding that burnt scar 
on Stripes’ forehead, a* you may see for your- 
self in the handsome skin rug that lies before 
his hearth. 


F the next few moments of confused excite- 
ment Foster has not a verv clear recol- 


o 

lection. He believes he needlessly emptied his 
revolver into the prostrate body of tne tiger, 
with its jaws fastened in the bullock’s throat. 
When the brute’s power for mischief was clearly 
ended, he hastened to the bamboo clump to 
switch off the current. When he returned to 
the scene of action, the woman was standing 
over the tiger. With eyes dilated, her nostrils 
were quivering from emotion. 

As her veil had fallen from her face. Foster 
gained a privilege seldom, almost never, falling 
to the lot of an Occidental. He looked upon 
the features of one of the Queens of India. 
From her voice behind the curtain he had pic- 
tured a considerable degree of beauty in its 
owner; but in the delicate lines of the oval 
contour, the soft complexion flushed with ex- 
citement, flashing eyes, and proud lips, any 
ideal he may have formed was far surpassed in 
the reality. * Classic drapery light as air and of 
a subtle shade of heliotrope emphasized the 
graceful symmetry of her form. 

But above and beyond all other feelings that 
swept in upon Foster was an impression of the 
beauty and loveliness of a far off age. such as 
one conjures to the mind when dwelling upon 
the romances of antiquity; for this Queen 
could trace an unbroken lineage to a period 
when the royal families of Europe were prob- 


GREAT TRADE SECRETS 

O N E of the profoundest trade secrets in the 
world is that pertaining to the manufacture 
of ink used in printing Uncle Sam’s banknotes. 
This ink is invaluable Tor Government purposes. 
Indeed, it cannot do without it, inasmuch as it 
is the only known variety that will “take" on 
the peculiar surface of the paper employed for 
the notes; a paper that is, to a great extent, 
another carefully guarded secret. These con- 
siderations are a great safeguard against coun- 
terfeiting; for would be forgers are confronted 
with the task of simulating not only unique 
paper itself, but unique ink as well. It is said 
that the Government pays one man. the sole 
possessor of the formula for making this ink, 
some fifty thousand dollars annually. 

Another invaluable trade secret in the mat- 
ter of banknote paper is preserved by the Bank 
of England. This secret is known only to the 
governor of the bank and to three other per- 
sons, and about all the outside world knows of 
the paper is that charred husks and Rhenish 
vines — a strangely incongruous combination — 
are among the ingredients. 

Of private trade secrets perhaps the most 
famous is that of the manufacture by' the 
Chartreuse monks of the famous liqueur that 
bears their name. This liqueur is said to be 
flavored with more than fifty varieties of seeds 
and flowers. An annual profit of over seven 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars is netted to 
the religious order, which, it is understood, is 
distributed among various religious and char- 
itable institutions. An interesting story’ is that 
the Rothschild family' once offered a repre- 
sentative of the monks five million dollars for 
the secret ; but the offer was promptly declined. 

The Benedictine monks possess a trade se- 
cret, also pertaining to the manufacture of a 
liqueur, scarcely less profitable than that of 
Chartreuse. The recipe for making it was lost 
during the French Revolution, and for awhile 
its manufacture ceased. The priceless recipe 
turned up again, however, and the fortunate 
monks resumed their lucrative industry. 



Holiday time is 
A good time to 
start a home li- 
brary. One that 
can grow with 
your books, 
built on the 
unit system, 
that expands 
as needed. 


Slobe^V&rtjickc 
Elastic Bookcases 

are sold at uniform prices — by 1500 
agencies— freight prepaid everywhere. 

Look for theGlobet-Wernicka trade-mark 
—it is your guarantee of quality— your 
protection against inferiority— your as- 
surance of being: able to obtain duplicates 
at any future time. 

Write today for listsof the “World’s 
Best Books, complete illustrated cat- 
alogue containing 25 original library 
designs. Address Dept. AM 

dbe 9lt»b«^Wen»icke<?o.Cbd«nati, U.S.A. 


BECOME 
A 

NURSE 


1 


E ight years of anreeaaful Instruction of the Urged 
body of nurses In existence. 

Our entire method of (ruining U hy corre- 
spondence. We tench beginners, practical nurueu 
and trained nuraea. 

Thousands or our graduate* are earning from 
$10 to ft24 a week. 

We (ball be glad to tend our Tear Book glrfog 
complete explanation of our method, with s|iecl- 
men* of dudy material and signed atnrlrs of actual 
experience by aoorex of our nuraea in all paru of 
the world. 

The Chanfaaqoa 
School of Nursing 
34* Main Slreel 
Jamestown. New York 




BE AN ARTIST 


Without previous knowledge ol , 
drawing or use of colors. We teach you" 
\j* to paiht in Water Colors for pie isurr or 
profit at a small expense: we furnish 
complete outfit anil material. . 

THE SAVIGNY METHOD 

Is a progressive system which Is rqtlyelj 
original and enables you to acquire in nfcv 
lessons what would take ) ears to as. mfl.liv! 
in theold way. The easiest and most iNra. ti- 
* al course ever jierfn ted Anyone i 
talent ora liking for color can soon learn to do beautiful work. Write 
for illustrated pros|iectus and full |iart|i ulars. mailed free *-s 
THE SAVIGNY SCHOOL OF WATER COLOR PAINTING 
Studio 1218, Fyle Building. Detroit, Mich. f 

'Q: 

\ ied drudgery. 1 < an instruct you how t*/gain 

financial indr | *-nden< e — how to m n u t ,t 
business of your own. ( tier non other* Ua' a 
succeeded ami are ready to hell — for )°*i 
will belli them 

# Let Me Send You, NOW, 

iff y the st- -n this ore business, v .tl. • -m, 

vim big FACTS ami FIGVKUS. Write 
today for Pointers on the Collection Business. " , 

American Collection Service, Detroit! high. 
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YOU have 
to INDEPENDE 

If von have an honest desire to esi a|-e sa’ar- 
' rd drudgery. I 


light 

NCE 


BE AN ILLUSTRATOR— Learn to Draw. 
He wall teach you by mail SCHOOL OF ILLIHTRATIOS, 
how to draw for OHaa 4ft, SO Wabash Are., 

in ax urine* and CHICAGO 

newspapers. 

Send (or catalog 


LEARN TO WRITE 
ADVERTISEMENTS 


If you nre earning lt-a« 
t linn •«& n week »e can 

ely 


p natively show yon hv mail 
bow to Increase your salary hy teaching you the most pmfit.-il.1t- busi- 
ness in the worlil. Send for Wautiful pros|iectus: mailed KKKE. 
PAGE-IIA VIS, Kept- 40. CHICAGO. II. I.. 



, WHAT S YOUR 
OCCUPATION? 


THE ORADEN SYSTEM makes successlul 
railroad men hy equipping its students 'for 
good paying positions in railroad station 
work and guarantee employment to all 
^ graduates. Railroads today are seek 
ing men trained bv this system. 

Writs fur llu.k »WH VT rr POES” 


SIH 


lew Syulei 
SrbafteM 


III '*.. Cletetaad, O. 



COLONIAL 
GREETING GARD CO. 

•10 xmas. caros 504-25for$L00 

ASSORTED 
1007 CHESTNUT ST. P H I LA. 


AAFMTC PORTRAITS Sfte, PRANKS ISe, 

AN s* ■- * * R Sheet Pictures Ic, Stereoscopes 25c, 

Views lc. SO Days' Credit. Samples and Catalog Fraa. 

COISOLIBATEO POITRAIT. D*pt.40M, 1027 R.Uini St., Chlcaio 


Fairy or Lucky Stones gtiSSFUSttS 

earth — bearing legends centuries old History Free Price 
25c up. Lucky Stone Co Dept 47 Roanoke Va. 








